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i - PREFACE. 

• 

^ To those who may chance to read this little book I am 

*^ pleased to say that I fear I would not have been able to 

CO present this to you for your consideration now had it not been 

•■^ for the timely j^id of a generous-hearted gentleman, O. H. 

" Orlow, Ph., D. D., Pr. Brother of the Brotherhood of Human- 

c ity, a teacher of the new philosophies, mental and psychic, for 

^ the advancement and good of humanity. The Author. 
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The Song of La Rio Monte. 

FIRST PRELUDE. 

Scene — In Peetak Canyon^ California, 

These canyons once were hallways for the deep; 
Immense chambers, those mountains high and steep. 
Where marine life moved, multiplied and slept ; 
High over all the ocean billows swept; 
Back and forth huge monsters would slowly glide, 
Mighty whale and devil-fish side by side. 
From my fresh fountains daily drank their fill. 
Then, spurning night, to top of yonder hill 
Would swiftly rise to sport in open day. 
Or chase from peak to peak the fleeing prey. 
Where soars the eagle now Fve seen them swim, 
Like winter clouds, making the daylight dim. 
It was here by this fresh cold water spring, 
The mermaids at morn used to come and sing. 
Extolling the vast beauties of the deep ; 
Reposing, I have seen them sweetly sleep 
On mossy bench, like th' overhanging brow 
Beneath which I am smoothly passing now ; 
But angry Neptune, the mariner's god, 
Smote the waters with his burnished rod. 
Frightened living things trembled with the shock ; 
Hills and mountains from their foundations rock. 
The ocean thus by Neptune sorely cleft, 
Roaring, leaping, the raging billows left; 
With them all living creature swiftly fled, 

(7) 
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Except what 'round me lay dying and dead. 
Since then I've heard something of this sort, 
And think it true, since 'tis of good report. 
Fair Seres with Neptune held a dispute 
Over domain, she having gained the suit. 
He, though displeased, conceded her her right; 
This caused his temper and the ocean's flight ; 
For all of that they are the best of friends — 
I've seen them here in consort shaking hands, 
Taking their part in ceremonies g^reat 
When others came to dedicate the state; 
Neptune in cheer was vigorous and bold; 
Agreeing now they equal commerce hold. 
When from my eyes had washed the briny dew. 
For the first time I saw the starry blue^; \ 
Over yon highest peak Orion hung, !: 
Down behind which the polar bear had swung 
Himself, with one flashing eye peerin^forth. 
Denoting the time of night in the North ; 
The galaxy displayed her shining host ; 
Alone I lay in open wonder lost 
Till the bear came out, and pointing his paw 
To the East ; then a golden rim I saw. 
The ocean gone, it was so new a dream 
To see the sunrise with his glorious beam ; 
Though desolate around the vastness lay, 
I leaped and sang on first beholding day. 
For ages long I heard no other sound. 
Nor saw no other sight on looking 'round 
But daylight's sun, or starry nights on high. 
And barren peaks that smote against the sky; 
But clothed the mountains in perennial green 
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T%e Song of La Rio Monte ^ 9 

Now are, and many colored floral scene 

On which the sunshine daily pouring down 

Shed's over all the tropic's golden crown, 

And life anew is teeming everywhere; 

Gay feathered minstrels throng the fragrant air, 

The dainty humming bird and busy bee 

Make merry over blooming shrub and tree; 

A rosy haze, the summer's sweetest dream, 

Arrests at times the sun's most tropic beam ; 

A balmy leisure fills the perfect air; 

Famed Italy can boast of naught more fair. 

When time brings 'round the harvest of the years, 

Ceres, with all her copious bounty shares. 

Thus sang La Rio of its primeval birth, 

And when the deep covered that part of earth. 

SECOND PRELUDE 

The creek flowed, and it flowed, and on it did flow, 
Like a dream in the night, or day in a dream ; 

The wind blew, and it blew, as the wind can blow 
When it follows the course of a wild mountain stream. 

That finds its high source where the huge mountains meet, 
With rocks for its girth and rocks for its bed ; 

No warmth but the sun, such as the sun can beat 

'Tween gorges that yawn like the dark mouth of dread. 

Then it leaped and it leaped, as if with a leap 

It would free itself from the chains that have chained 

Dark chasm to chasm, and steep unto steep. 
And hill unto hill till the summit is gained. 
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It run and it run, as in haste it did run, 

To flee from the canyon of canyons that frets 
The mountain of mountains that rise to the sun 
And measure the distance to where the sun sets, 

Without a horizon or scope for the view, 
As when zone meets with zone or earth with the sky ; 

Here grandly Sol steps from the pathway of blue 
That reaches and reaches forever on high. 

With no light but the light of zenith at night. 
And a glimpse of the moon, or gleam from the stars 

In the heaven of heavens, where they delight 
In chariots of gold and in fiery cars. 

It may bound and rebound, but never get free 
From chains that have chained it forever and fast ; 

It must wail winter's rage and sing summer's glee 
When ages to come are a part of the past. 

But listening I heard the plaint of its song. 
For it sung as it run and run as it sung. 

The story was strange, as the story was long, 
Tho' foreign the language, yet truthful the tongue. 

Tho' wild was the strain, and the music was wild, 
(But in wording the tale the woods did repeat. 

In setting the meter to keys harsh and mild) ; 
The whole was romantic, the symphony sweet. 

WHAT LA RIO SANG. 

I have sang since the day when days were as years, 
And years were as days in the epoch of time ; 
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When the gods roamed freely to earth from the spheres, 
And the goddess of peace made union sublime. 

Hither came Hercules and the gods of the Greeks 
(Not as conquerers come to conquer in wars), 

But as tourists to visit these canyons and peaks — 
They were Jupiter, Neptune, Vulcan and Mars, 

And Minerva, the goddess of wisdom and truth. 
The bestower of genius, the mind to adorn ; 

Also Venus, charmer of beauty and youth. 
And Ceres, merry with the bountiful horn 

Of plenty, went sowing seeds and planting trees 
For bowers and fruits, 'ranging flowers in place ; 

Anon came a sound as of flocks on the breeze, 
And Diana arrived, all fresh from the chase. 

She, goddess of hunters, was wordy in words 
Of praise, declaring this place to be the best 

Of all to which she had e'er taken her herds. 
From the old Orient to the far golden West. 

So these ancient gods, of past ages the pride, 
And ages to come, came and dwelt on my shore ; 

Vesta was present o'er the feast to preside. 
And pleasures terrestial went 'round as of yore. 

Many the tale they told of ancient glory 
And honors and bravery, commingled with jest ; 

Once Neptune exclaimed, in the midst of a story, 
"Vive la Pacific and th' far golden West !" 
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"Aye !'' said Vulcan, as only Vulcan could Ve said ; 

"Here I would plant my forge, but there's no Etna; 
The summer sun hang hot and high overhead, 

Therefore I name this country California." 

Then a cheer rang out, as the ringing of chimes, 
And lingered and quivered a long while in space ; 

A song made answer at a distance in rh)rmes. 
Then others arrive from some far dwelling place. 

The gods of the muse, with Apollo did meet. 
And their harp-strings were hung on willow and pine ; 

Ihe fountains and hills did repeat and repeat 
In echoes their music ethereal, divine. 

Here Love, Truth and Mercy oft joined in the choir ; 

Faith, Hope and Charity each solos did sing; 
Apollo accompaniments played on the lyre. 

His harp being golden and golden each string. 

From night unto night and from sun unto sun 
They sang of a race in far regions unknown ; 

Of a bondage and bonds that never were done, 
Of monarchs and queens who reigned on a throne ; 

Of nations and kingdoms and palatial homes ; 

Of Jew and of Gentile, of prophets and priests. 
Of altars and offerings and great hecatombs ; 

Of loves and of hates and of fastings and feasts. 

Of a world that was lost and worlds to redeem ; 
How a Satan was served and Deity loved; 
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For wondrous and strange was the logical theme 
That the people and priest and prophet approved. 

How a Jesus once lived, the meek Nazarene ; 

Of the sinner and saint the Saviour to save ; 
His teachings made holy the land Palestine, 

And the victory he won o'er death and the grave. 

Death ! What was Death ? I knew not nor of the grave. 

Death, the knight errant who rode dread of the night 
And dread of the day and weak and the brave, 

To conquer and conquest he rode in his might. 

Black was his steed and his mantle it was black. 
And deadly his sabre before which life fled 

Through the valley of shades to never turn back ; — 
To meet with him once was to meet with the dead. 

The Lord Jesus met him, the Son of high Jove, 
And right was His might and His strength it was right ; 

Pure love was His shield, and His sabre was love — 
He met the knight errant in the dead o' the night. 

The Lord wrestled with him in th' valley of shades. 
As good does with evil, contending the right ; 

The flame of His sabre illumined hades, 
And g^eat was the conquest when darkness took flight. 

For the lost field of life He had to contend, 
And the infinite cause of mercy for crime ; 

The way of salvation He laid to the end, 
From eternity's shore to the margin of time. 
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Thus sang the graces, and the gods did applaud 
The conquering hero in conquest for right ; 

Each god knew his mission, at home and abroad, 
And what he had won in his prowess and might. 

They acknowledged the Christ, the Lord of the saint 
And Saviour of sinners, with power to redeem, 

But with relevant grace and argument quaint 
They contested with Truth the logical theme.' 

ARGUMENT OF GODS. 

In the spheres set afloat in unmeasured space, 
Infinitudes we see and prove them we can ; 

But why the Creator in person should grace 
This earth as Redeemer for poor, sinful man 

Is more than reason can reasonably see ; 

That Son should be Father and Father be Son, 
Both blended in one, make a strong harmony, 

Providing a ransom for sin to atone. 

INFINITUDES. 

Aye ! pause awhile, look 'round ; how free - 

The million flowers wildly blown 
Amid the grass that is unmown. 
So wildly sweet because they're sown 

By the still hand we cannot see. 

Their own perfume yields every one. 
Fanned by the breeze, kissed by the sun, 
Until the hours of day have run 

Their course and gone, no more to be. . 
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O, past ; O, present ; future, O I 

. Time comes and goes, but cannot stay. 

Or what is night or what is day? 

Nor steeds nor wings do bear thee 'way. 
Ah ! What is time ? O, who may know ? 

He doth a perfect vigil keep. 

Nor wearies he, tlor doth he sleep; 

Is quick to sow and swift to reap 
And brings us joy and brings us woe. 

Then what is time, and is he good ? 

And is he foe and likewise friend ? 

Begun he when ? Where doth he end ? 

Whence doth he come, and whither tend? 
May not he be infinitude? 

He is the future, present, past, 

And must forever ever last; 

Eternity can't be more vast, 
But simply change of amplitude. 

Ah ! then one attribute is found 

That goes to make a deity — 

To make a whole we need but three 

According to theology. 
Now if two more we may propound ; 

Aye ! there is space as vast as time, 

Whose heights or depths no one can climb 

Or measurement howe'er sublime, 
Nor belts of zones can compass 'round. 

And what is space? O, who can tell? 
A thing that is, and yet is not 
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Substance, but like the cipher naught; 
Nothing in self, but many fraught ; 

A thing in which the millions dwell; 
And though we measure to the sun, 
No science tells where space begun. 
Nor where it ceases and is done ; 

No thought can think, and it is well. 

Then there is Life, the God-head power. 

Eternal as eternity. 

Life never dies, but change it may. 

As differs Nature's destiny. 
Or colors vary to the flower. 

These three combined comprise a whole; 

Life is the center and the soul. 

It quickens matter, holds control, * 
Nor limit knows, nor day nor hour. 

TRUTH REPLIES TO ARGUMENT. 

Aye ! Time is long, nor made of years. 
And vast is space, but vaster still; 
May we not claim Jehovah's will. 
Which has the power all space to fill 

With teeming life and peopled spheres, 
Which cannot from their orbits move? 
Attractions law doth somewhat prove 
The handiwork of mighty Jove; 

If there be law, then it appears. 

The great law-maker doth exist 
Somewhere, ubiquity the place; 
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His hand in everything we trace, 

In Hving forces filling space, 
And feel the power of will insist 

That everything the law obey. 

Ah ! what is night, or what is day ? 

They come, they go, but cannot stay. 
But revolutions none have missed. 

Where, or how mind and matter meet, 

No human science hath ever found ; 

Or what is Hght, or what is sound? 

Electric forces we propound; 
A unit organized complete, — 

A two, a three, together joined. 

The God who hath so well combined 

Matter in unison with mind 
Maketh infinitudes replete. 

ARGUMENT CONTINUED BY THE GODS. 

Or was it flesh that suffered pain, 
That did for man redemption gain? 
Or was 't Christ's death on Calvary 
That paid the debt and set man free? 
Or blood there spilt that did atone, 
Or Christ's example to man shown? 
Or did Christ live or did Christ die 
To better human destiny? 
To save from sin did shed his blood, 
Or to appease an angry God? 
What I God angry because man strayed ? 
Then gave a gift that God^be paid. 
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Or was't that God to man defiled, 
Or man to God be reconciled? 

TRUTH REPLIES TO ARGUMENT. 

What is the lapse of time, or change of scene 
But dates of days and places we have been; 
Tho' days have passed away and years have flown, 
Nothing we find in memorv is gone. 
Memory, one great attribi^te of mind. 
Is never deaf, nor is it ever blind ; 
Recorder Conscience cons it day by day 
And knows just what the records have to say; 
Turning, some pages blank, some blurred we find, 
But who can tear them from this book of mind ? 
God may forgive a badly written page — 
Man ne'er forgets, no matter what his age. 
Men speak of God's memorandum book. 

And question how that book is kept ; 
When with one glance they turn and look. 

See when they laughed and where they wept ; 
So God hath given unto each 

A memorandum book his own. 
That dates his conduct, truth of speech 

And how each day his work is done, 
And what his gain and what his loss; 
Whether a Christian with his cross, 

Or infidel w4th his demigod. 
It was the life our Saviour led, — 
Not that he suffered, died or bled — 

That reconciled man unto God, 

Nor God to man, if understood ; 
And man should pray — Father on high^ 
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This life of Christ's help us apply, 

And not the blood on Calvary spilt 

To blot out their repented guilt, 

Nor death nor blood can e'er atone 

For evil deed that hath been done. 

A deed that's done must aye remain ; 

No crime can ever lose its stain. 

Repentance may forgiveness gain. 

But what is done naught can undo. 

A word that's spoken^ false or true, 

Has gone out from the human breast 

To mar or else to make man blest. 

The murdered man must fill his grave ; 

What from a criminal can save 

The one that did the awful deed ? 

Can any death, or blood, or creed? 

Then man should keep the law Christ gave, 

And live the life He lived to save. 

What can be Saviour more divine 

Than that which saves your life and mine 

From darkest sin, and doth forbid 

The tempters in the bosom hid ? 

What stoic taught in Grecian school 

Man to observe the golden rule ? 

Right, the first principle of God, 

And Right's coequal brother. Good, 

In essence are facsimiles 

Of other great affinities. 

The gods then all, with one accord, 

Acknowledged Jesus as the Lord. 
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LA RIO SINGS. 

So, then sang the muses their song for the last, 
The last they would sing by the wild mountain stream ; 

The last loving look around them they cast 
Was a pink-tinted haze, the sweetest love dream. 

They sang of the Trojans, the heroes of Troy, 
When Ulysses, the great Ulysses, was king; 

His arm was the arm to conquer and destroy 
The base and the mean. Still on the muses sing. 

Of Nineveh and Thebes and stoical lore. 
Of Babylon's fall and Babel's great tower; 

Of Pompeii and Athens, Sodom and Gomorrah, 
And Rome in her greatness, glory and power. 

Of a world that was old, a world that is new ; 

Of an age to come and an age that is past ; 
Of the great and the good, the wise and the true. 

That should be the first, and the first should be last. 

Their singing was sweet and the music divine ; 

Apollo accompaniments played on the lyre; 
His harpstrings he left hung on willow and pine 

To remind me oft of the ancient old choir. 

But those ages are gone, those ages so long, 
And those heroes are gone, the gods of the Greeks ; 

Here still I am singing the same quaint old song 
To the rocks and the sky, to canyons and peaks. 

I've come from afar, from afar I am come ; 
I leaped over ledges, came hurrying down ; 
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I passed through a valley, the beautiful home 
Of the Berryessa's, their casas and town. 

To Prince Berryessa Seres gave the grant; 

Surrounded by mountains and golden with grain. 
The hundreds of acres from mount unto mount, 

And thousands their herds on hillside and plain. 

Thence passing on, 'twas like entering my doom 

To enter this canyon so deep and so high ; 
In places to turn I could scarcely find room, 

In others could scarce get a glimpse of the sky. 

This pathway, 'tis true, is the course of the sun. 
Though he seldom is seen till half mid of day; 

He journeys six hours and his journey is done, 
But long gildeth the peaks the afternoon ray. 

Then over rough rapids quite rapid I came 
And bent me oft-times like Ulysses' great bow, 

And, too, like Ulysses, I should have my fame 
For braving the pass of the Gate Diablo.* 

As in a small valley I smoothly flowed on, 

I heard on the summit the hounds in the chase ; 

A hunter sat resting himself in the sun, — 
A lion and a fawn stared each in the face. 

In haste raised the hunter, the gun to the right, 

And when he had fired the lion lay dead ; 
As quick as the flash the fawn took to flight 

And was lost in the glen's deep sheltering shade. 
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But I must go onward, yes on I must go, 
Down past many a golden poppy-crowned hill, 

Till the Sacred Valley I have reached below ; 
There I shall find a place where I can be still.* 

END OF SONG. 

NoTB I— La Rio sinks after having nearly crossed the Sacramento 
Valley. 
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California's Cities of the Saints. 

THE SACRED LANDS. 

SAN FRANCISCO. 

From lofty summit of Sierra's chain 

The prospect fair is over vast domain; 

Sloping downward toward the sunset sea 

Where saint Francis and San Francisco bay 

Dominion hold, and of the harbor boast 

As being best on the Pacific coast. 

On terraced heights Saint Francis built his walls, 

His castle domes and many marble halls; 

With winding ways through never ending parks, 

Adown to the bay covered with sloops and barks; 

Up sutro heights that look far o'er the deep. 

Past mighty cliffs where seal at leisure sleep. 

Here his electric lights vie with the stars, 

And steedless chariots and fiery cars 

Swarm through the streets like meteors in the air; 

While ships of commerce spring from everywhere. 

And open wide he swings his Golden Gate, 

A welcome entrance to his rich estate. 

Most royal guests he gladly entertains 

From foreign worlds ; their sovereigns and their queens. 

On ruby wines from vineyards all his own 

Makes regal feasts for guests from every zone. 

MOUNT SHASTA. 

But back to where Nevada's mountains rise. 
An eternal blue against the Eastern skies. 
Whose summits cap'd in a perpetual snow 
Glitter and gleam in heated summer's glow, 

(23) 
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In symmetry Mount Shasta stands alone 

Queen of the range — she justly holds her throne. 

Her robe of white with sable colors blend — 

An emerald fringe around her feet extend ; 

Upon her brow the brilliant diadem 

A sunbeam holds in every shining gem. 

With pride she wears her grand imperial crown ; 

But Shasta too her scars of woe hath won — 

Her heaving heart with smouldering grievance burst 

And leaping flames in vengeance slacked their thirst ; 

Her cheeks are gashed with furrows deep and wide 

Plowed by the lava's heated flowing tide. 

But these are days of Shasta's placid reign, 

She shared with man her gold and rich domain 

Yet none can gaze on Shasta's lofty crest 

But feels himself with wondering awe impressed. 

THE SACRED RIVER. 

Past her foothills, below her haughty mien 

The sacred river through the sacred plain 

Winding in and out leisurely flows on 

Past the sacred city, the anointed one 

Of saints; whose tribunal of highest count 

Righteous mandate gives order to support. 

Here state and saints join their heated zeal 

In ministries of good for common-weal. 

In the valley far from the soughing main 

The sacred city in the sacred plain 

Most suddenly into great promise sprung; 

In palmy days when songs of gold were sung 

Of princely homes, with golden spoons and plates, 

From side to side of the United States. 
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Prince fortune's hand, who lavish in supplies, 

Nothing withheld, but boomed the cities rise 

*Twas here they brought the nuggets small and great. 

Till tables groaned beneath the precious weight 

In gaming halls where wild excitement reigned — 

Fierce terror when the winning hand had gained. 

The city then, though sacred be her name — 

For fiendish deeds, than good, had greatest fame. 

But civil law enforced, peace rules supreme. 

And sacred homes past riots now redeem; 

Where gaming halls held carnival with gold 

The saintly shepherd gathers in his fold. 

'Tween her tributaries the city stands 

A growth of wealth in her increase of lands. 

Bounding, rushing down through gold bearing hills 

Past mining camps, tunnels, noisy quartz mills. 

Flood-gates, sluice-boxes, shovel, pick and pan. 

And many a town deserted now by man — 

Rounding the sacred city on the east. 

The American river flows, finding rest 

In the Sacred river's welcome embrace ; 

Which glides gently on with unruffled grace. 

Celestial gardens that prolific grow 

Vast vineyards with the purple grape aglow, 

Orchard3 bending with luscious fruit oppressed 

The Sacred River's verdant banks are blessed. 

Palatial homes in modern splendor rise — 

Their floral grounds, the tropic world supplies; 

And music of a semi-tropic note 

Upon the breeze is everywhere afloat. 

Then spreading far on Sacramento's plain 

Behold the waving sea of summer grain; 
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With rural villas dotting near and far- 
There is nothing the glorious scene to mar, 
Nothing to obscure the wond'rous scope of view 
From the Coast Range to the Nevada's blue; 
Except one sentinel, bold, black and high, 
With frowning brow against the sunset sky; 
Like monster risen from the briny deep 
Mount Diablo doth constant vigil keep 
O'er things sacred ; about his sombre heights 
Hover the clouds, as if infernal nights 
Demoniacal fires smouldering low 
Might burst into a crater's heated glow ; 
But these are truths on a past history s page, 
Long ago Mount Diablo spent his rage. 
Ominous tho' alone with sullen mien. 
He scorns his home in Contra Costa's chain. 
Like the Pyramid in Egyptian lands 
On the meridian he squarely stands 
And though circle shaped, his highest point of zone 
Points the time of day at the hour of noon ; 
Thus without shadow the sun pouring down 
Sheds on all sides the summer's golden crown ; 
But nearer come, though black his aspect be. 
He is well plumed with many a redwood tree 
And brilliant flowers illumine shady nook. 
Through which meanders the babbling brook; 
Upon his sides is many a winding way. 
That tourists climb to view the sunset bay 
Or rest awhile the head on snowy cloud; 
Mount Diablo though demon-like, a proud 
And everlasting grand old landmark stands 
In the midst of the fruitful sacred lands. 
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SANTA CLARA AND SAN JOSE. 

Blushing morn, daughter of Phoebus, pressed 

Saint Clara, her gifted child to her breast, 

Smiling upon her till her face aglow 

With brilliancy doth smile for smile bestow. 

Fairest of valleys this child of the morn 

Nurtured like a princess to fortune born. 

Canopied with azure, none to intrude, 

Her primeval days spent in solitude 

Gaining beauty in the increase of years, 

A second paradise her realm appears; 

Drinking of nectars, heaven hath distilled 

Summer and winter her lap is filled 

With gayest flowers and ambrosial food 

Fittest for gods and, too, for mortals good; 

The sparkling fountains, whose crystal stream 

All through this Eden undulating gleam 

Bounding at her call from fair sunny slope 

Are the coyote and the quadalupe. 

Others flowing among the meadow lands 

Beneath 'shady groves, over shining sands 

Where flowers bloom in scintillating shades; 

The gayest golden poppies lift their heads. 

Touched by the breeze wave like a sea of gold. 

In effulgence a marvel to behold. 

Cooling the prospect like great banks of snow 

The calla lily in profusion grow ; 

In the shades of the tree of Paradise, 

Which in copious beauty towering rise 

Heavenward, 'round which lovingly entwine 

Gracefully the foliage of the Ivy vine 

Blending the greens with pink and starry bloom; 
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Above, beneath, around there is no gloom. 
On fairest scenes the raptured senses feast 
The pleasant shades afford an ample rest. 
Thus basking in sun and shade day by day 
Guarded at night time by the milky way, 
And fastness of mountains, which defend 
Against Old Boreas and the Ocean wind, 
Santa Clara reigned supreme all alone ; 
Like Tennyson's Ida, unshared her throne, 
'Till Saint Joseph and his mission appear. 
But unlike Ida, selfish and austere, 
She receives them gladly with open hands 
Sharing her viands and wealth of fertile landiS 
Espousing Saint Joseph's cause from the start 
Thus becoming the mission's best support. 
United thus the twain increase the soil 
And pleasing gifts respond to pleasant toil 
In almond and olive groves, far and wide 
Over the valley climbing the mountain side; 
Apricots, pears, prunes and the luscious peach 
Extend their growth as far as eye can reach. 
And carpeting the earth, the berry vines. 
Roseate footpaths to Saint Clara's shrines. 
And bowery avenues that are festooned 
With weeping willows which remained unpruned, 
Planted by the mission for genial shade. 
The Temple's first were of adobe made 
Where scholastic rules to enlarge the thought, 
With rights divine the mission Fathers taught. 
Cathedrals now in vaulted splendor rise 
Their domes and spires pointing to the skies. 
And chiming bells resound from dome to dome 
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Reminding one of antiquated Rome. 

Or the Alhambra in her days of Priests, 

And our Columbus, America's fir^t guest. 

Who was in his lineage orient, 

Joined hands with the Spanish in his advent 

To the shores of our now fair continent. 

Reminded we are of the change of time. 

Of adobes when we hear the bells chime ; 

Of missions, and Fathers, and ancient lore, 

And the loves and songs of the brave senor 

And his senorita with her guitar — 

We pause in amaze and look up and far 

Wondering if they sing and play up there. 

But blest San Jose advanced with the age 

Gives thanks for the past the mission and sage. 

The garden city in beauty and grace 

With the strides of progression keeping pace 

In the absence of the world's lunar light 

Making light of darkness and day of night. 

With copious plants of electric force 

Bright as Aurora in her blazing course 

Blest with resources nature hath given; 

Blest with a sun that is warm, when heaven 

With rain burdened clouds the winters' o'er cast ; 

Blend do the season together so fast 

That scarce the difference in either is seen. 

The winters are springs in perennial green, 

The evergreen mountains of Santa Cruz 

Change only as sun and shade change the views, 

Lay to the South an inviting retreat 

For tourists from marts of toil and heat. 

Old Science hath built his nocturnal nest. 
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Just for himself, on Mount Hamilton's crest. 

Whose eye with lens scorning things terrestrial 

Searches the heavens for things celestial; 

Science being by nature heroic 

Watches by night for spirits meteoric. 

When having found one that proves plethoric 

He himself at once becomes historic. 

The vast field of space he loves to explore 

In his expedition passing the door 

Of Orion and Pleiads in the view 

Of finding the place where some solar shoe 

On the foot of Sol hath left lasting trace 

In nebula form in the field of space. 

Though he searches through space which has no end 

'Mong stars outnumbering the grains of sea sand 

From the depths of night to the doors of day, 

Paying visits to each in galaxy, 

Aye ; search as. he may through matter with mind 

The home for the spirit of human kind 

He finds not, nor the least shadows of ghost. 

Alas ! Though be it so, we are not lost ; 

'Twas not given to the eye of mortal 

To enter unbidden that high portal. 

The hope that inspires the inner sight 

Than Orion or Pleiads is more bright. 

Seeing that things do exist without end 

Makes eternity our surest, best friend. 

What mortal eye in upper worlds explore 

Departed souls may visit shore by shore ; 

Throughout endless ages and endless space 

The will of God the souls of men may trace. 

But return we from the worlds of glory 
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To Earth and the Lick observatory, 

On Mount Hamilton's immense old dome, 

The everlasting monument and tomb 

Of Lick, founder and motor of the plan 

Providing means that scientific man 

Might continue astronomical lore 

When he himself was known to earth no more, 

Except in works, or that his ashes rest 

In sarcophagus on Hamilton's crest. 

Well may the lens a nightly vigil keep 

Over the place where honored ashes sleep 

Pointing upward, in largest telescope, 

Far above the clouds like unvanquished hope. 

But I must descend to the level plain 

Where Santa Clara still holds peaceful reign 

Over changing scenes that delight the view, 

And of Saint Joseph take my last adieu. 

The Padres did, nor stop to count the loss 

But benediction gave with their adios. 

LOS ANGELES. 

PRELUDE. 

Behold the fair angels in garments of white,* 
The halo about them puts darkness to flight; 
They pause in their journey descending the sky 
To smile on poor mortal unworthy as L 

The fairest among them with out-reaching hand, 
San Gabriel stands guarding the sanctified land. 
An earnest and promise extending the fold 
As did the good shepherd, the ancient of old. 

iThe Los Angeles mountains are of an asben or whitish hue. 
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Here curtains for shelter are woven of love, 
And wings of The Angels make sheen as I move 
Along the cool river of life that flows on 
Forever and ever and never is done. 

Here the queen of magnolias in beauty doth grow, 
Arrayed in flowers that are whiter than snow, 
Beside the meek daisies and sweet daffodils, 
And a sense of God*s presence broods over the hills. 

Beneath the green branches of love's orange tree. 
Who's fruit is pure golden — there wisdom is free, 
A murmur of music Aeolian is heard, 
And all things are known without language or word. 

LOS ANGELES. , 

Sleeping beauties The Angel mountains lie 
In dreamy aspect against the southern sky. 
Their sunny slopes and highest peaks renowned 
For slumbering grace, in summer halo crowned 
Extend in part around Los Angeles 
Protection give against invading seas : 
But Neptune, here takes his Pacific sleep 
Nor dares to bring his forces from the deep 
Against San Pedro's firmly guarded gate; 
Subdued and soothed, forgetting all his hate, 
A blissful calm extends far o'er the main. 
And out-bound ships return in peace again. 
On going landward from the sandy coast. 
Transfixed, amazed in open wonder lost. 
Behold the city of the Angel host — 
Of which we've heard so many travelers boast — 
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We shade our eyes and scarce believe the sight ; 

There on her seven hills and noble height 

'Mid soft curling vapors in rainbow shades 

Colossal domes and spires lift their heads, 

And burnished roofs blaze in the open day 

Like refulgent waves on a glassy sea: 

Inspiration swells our dumb soul within, 

We gaze and gaze, wondering where weVe been. 

We feel we've slept, and waking from the dream 

Of Lethe, behold the New Jerusalem. 

But discover on terra-firma still. 

That regal life teems everywhere that's real; 

Broad, busy streets emit a pleasant hum 

From hoof and wheel on yielding asphaltum; 

In gauze and lace most beauteous women glide 

In rhythmic graceful charm on either side. 

Lovely indeed the queenly southern bella. 

Her aesthetics are semi-celestial; 

The favored fair born in Los Angeles, 

Of sunny climes are facsimiles, 

With languid, dreamy eye and ebon hair; 

Those of the north are as Aurora fair, 

The pearly cheek retains the pearly blush. 

They are both here in pleasure's eager crush ; 

The lily maid from winters bound in snow, 

And dusky queens from Spanish Mexico. 

All days are gala, filled with song and speech. 

From mountain park, from city to the beach. 

Dates and bananas grow in sunny parks. 

While bamboo and palm grace the shady walks. 

When viewed from Boyel Heights or Bunker hill. 

The first inspiration pervades me still. 
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Such a new world, of every world combined ; 

Such copious works done by inventive mind 

So great the gods must have assisted man. 

Airy causeways the Angel River span, 

Winged messengers charged with heavenly power 

Fly back and forth, nor stop to count the hour. 

On the East side a placid inland sea, 

Known by the saints, as that of Galilee, 

Lies at the base of Mount Olivet; 

Which stands a sermon, seeing none forget 

Reflected in the sea points up and down, 

Rich floral robes and brilliant golden crown. 

Her graceful slopes and holy brow adorn 

Without the cross and persecuting thorn; 

A sermon of our Saviour's perfect life, 

Mount Olivet stands out in bold relief. 

Suspended, as it were, between two skies. 

One in the sea and one above her rise. 

We find, on down the river's gentle flow. 

Embosomed 'mong Angel's^ wings hovering low. 

Rich vales, where none their rights dispute. 

Yielding wealthy tribute in golden fruit. 

Here lemon, lime and scented orange groves. 

Wear flowery wreaths ready for nuptial loves. 

Thus on and on the orange groves increase. 

And blooming, bear and bearing do not cease 

To bloom. Busy bees flitting to and fro 

Bespeaks the land where milk and honey flow. 

But back again on wings of speed we fly 

And view what lies toward the Northern sky. 

Whence comes and whither goes the iron horse 



>FoothilI!5of (the Angel) or I^s Angeles Mountains. 
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In all the swiftness of this age's force: 

His hideous shriek resound from hill to plain — 

Wide spread nostrils and flowing dewy mane. 

And glaring eye, which blazes as he runs 

With fire brands brought from the upper suns ; 

Like huge monster along the land he flew, 

With tusk in front piercing the mountains through ; 

His rapid strides making a roaring sound. 

This ship of the desert for mecca bound 

(Unlike the Arab's cushion footed beast). 

His swaying sides bearing the thousandth guest. 

Cross the Mojave' desert, bring them 

To the feasts of the New Jerusalem. 

Or, my friends, if thee it doth better please. 

The fair haven sought is Los Angeles. 

^Mojave, pronounced (Mo Hava). 
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The Golden Gate. 

Extending out to sea, from golden strands, 

One pillar of the gate a bulwark stands. 

Whose mighty cliffs resist the tempest*s roar 

And billows check, protecting thus the shore; 

Like hanging gardens swung out in the sea, 

The other green in trailing vine and tree, 

Is firmly fixed. This mountain far extends 

To where San Raphael holds his favored lands. 

Which though ocean bound, high protecting hills. 

Sloping inward, shelter fair, verdant vales — 

Breathing the soul the ancient genius told 

In pictures valued thrice their weight in gold. 

Aye ! firmly fixed this pillar's emerald height 

A beacon holds the seaman's guide by night — 

Thus braced the gate, the archway over head, 

The azure sky, the heavens circling spread. 

Outside, the gate the ocean rolls away — 

Sheltered within is San Francisco Bay. 

The evening's sun glares through the CJolden Gate, 

The pillars blaze, the waters scintillate. 

The long gold pencils of the closing day 

Paint ships, and sails, and gild the placid bay. 

Out through the gate our steamer moving slow 

Glitters and gleams in summer's sunset glow. 

The portal past, we are out on the main 

No sooner than we wish us back again. 

Silent, transfixed, a farewell look we take, 

Our last farewell? we are too grieved to speak. 

A last farewell to golden lands, and dreams ; 

How charmed we've been by mountain, vales and streams. 

What magic power compelled us where we moved— 
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The climate woo'd, consenting we have loved, 

And loving, built our aerial castles fair, 

Which in our grasp vanished in fragrant air. 

We never failed to love and build again 

The golden realm — not always built in vain. 

The air we breathed, the very scenes we saw, 

Became to us a holy, sacred law. 

Obeying which, with thrilling sense divine. 

We homage paid to San Bonito's shrine. 

So long we lived in this charmed atmosphere. 

To leave it sinks us down in deep despair. 

Unlike prodigal, turning from our home. 

We feel condemned before we learn to roam; 

When to the portal lifting up our eyes 

(Being shut out from the enchanted skies) 

We remember Eden's forbidden gate. 

Where with flaming sword the guarding angel sat. 

And felt the longing Adam felt of old 

To enter once again within the fold. 

WeVe on the deep — we can't our steps retrace. 

Leaving the past some future world to face — 

The sun is low ; Ah ! with one mighty sweep 

He sinks to rest down in the foaming deep— 

The gate is shut, the shadows come between, 

High on the mount the beacon light is seen. 
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Who Painted the Butter/lies? 

I once saw an army; 

Their uniform was gray; 
They passed through a valley 

On a hot summer day. 

They came to an old ranch, 

And here they pitched their tents, 

And climbing tree and branch 
They fed on flowers and plants. 

Their appetites to sate 

They plucked the leaves from weed; 
All day and night they ate, 

Twas strange to see their greed. 

For seven days they fed 
On shrub and flowering plants ; 

Then slowly off they tread. 
Leaving their empty tents. 

This army, you must know, 
Was quite a million strong; 

Though moving very slow 
Their journey was not long. 

I followed them to see 
Just what they meant to do; 

They passed the plant and tree, 
And changed their tactics too. 

They climbed a broad 0I4 wall. 
Which was not high at best; 

And when up there they all 
Just lay them down to rest. 
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Beneath the shining sky 

(They did not seek the shade) ; 
But lay them down to die, 

And truly soon were dead. 

"ril watch them now/' I said; 

"I think it will be wise, 
Although I know they're dead 

ril see their spirits rise." 

With the sun's rising rays 

I was out every morn, 
Watching until the days 

Had numbered twenty-one. 

Then great was my surprise, 

There just as white as wax 
A million butterflies 

Burst from their parents' backs. 

They made no move to go, 

But sat there all day long, 
Just waving to and fro 

Their wings, to make them strong. 

But on the second day 

There sat before my eyes, 
In tinted colors gay, 

The once white butterflies. 

Some said 'twas fairy saints, 

Some angels from the skies. 
Had brought their brush and paint, 

And decked the butterflies. 
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But my philosophy — • 
Could not accept the elves; 

I thought that it might be. 
They painted each themselves. 

Since each long feelers have, 
With tiny brush on end, 

Which they as freely wave 
As any one their hand. 

The paints their bodies hold. 
And from their proboscis 
, They take red, green and gold, 

Gr what the color is. 

So, wet as plants in dew. 
All motionless each one. 

Till Sol up highest drew. 
Sat drying in the sun. 

But at the noon of day. 

There, right before my view, 

Like flowers bright and gay. 
Away, away, they flew. 

They flew toward the skies. 

As spirits noiseless; 
But leaving more wise, 

I must, to you, confess. 

Then we can truly say, 
A hand unseen, but wise, 

In God*s own natural way. 
Painted the butterflies. 
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A Wonderful Transformation. . 

• In the month of May, 1888, I was visiting friends on an 
old ranch in Sacramento county, California, where the won- 
derful transformation, of which I will write as it occurred, 
took place. 

The farm had been at one time a sheep ranch, and the 
long, low sheds where the sheep were sheltered during the 
rainy season still remained, though old and moss grown. 

The house and buildings had not been occupied for several 
years, therefore the orchard and grounds were in a neglected 
state when my friend leased it. However, everything was 
in bloom when I first made my visit. On rising one morning 
we discovered that every tree, shrub and plant was covered 
with a slim, gray caterpillar about an inch and a fourth in 
length. 

They were not the army worm, though resembling them. 
I at once became interested in the creatures that seemed so 
hungry for flowers, on which they fed with avidity for seven 
days. Then I noticed they were all marching off in one 
direction. I followed up their course and found them climbing 
the old sheep shed. The shed, over 100 feet long, was already 
covered, each having glued its own head fast to the board 
roof. Their heads all pointing northward, one could not pull 
a worm from his last resting place without severing the body 
from the head, which stuck fast to the board, so strong was 
the glue they had used. I invited my friends (who had made 
light of my interest in the worm) to come out and see the 
wonderful cemetery, telling them that I intended to watch 
them and see their spirits rise. Though never having heard 
of or read in natural history such a thing, I felt sure I would 
be rewarded for my trouble, and so I was, more abundantly 
than I had reason to hope. In seven days most of the woolly 
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fur had blown away, leaving a transparent worm, in which I 
could discern (I thought) a new creature. I felt sure the 
great change would take place in the morning. I was out,** 
therefore, every morning before sunrise and watching till 
after it was up, the sunshine being a sure thing in this part 
of California, there being no clouds or fog at this time of the 
year. Thus I continued to watch until the twenty-first day, 
when, to my great delight, just as the sun's warm rays spread 
over this strange and silent cemetery a million white, waxen 
butterflies burst from their parents' backs. As it were, 
breathing flowers burst into bloom. This was a wonderful 
morning to me — the pearly dew scintillating in the sun's glo- 
rious beams, streaming out from behind the Sierra Nevada 
mountains, flooding the valley with golden light. The pink- 
tinted haze that hovered over the Coast Range and San Fran- 
cisco bay, the chirp of early birds and this wonderful resur- 
rection from the dead spread out before me, stirred within me 
a devotion toward God, the creator of all things, such as no 
setmon of man's ever had. 

You ask me, did the butterflies fly away? No, they sat 
there with their feet resting in the case, or shell, waving their 
wings up and down all day long, gaining strength. But the 
most wonderful surprise still awaited me. 

The next morning I found my once white, waxen butterflies 
wet with paints of many colors — red, gold, blue and brown; 
around about them on the boards specks of paint, as if shaken 
from a brush. How I wished I had watched all night; for it 
was the time of full moon. 

For the third time I invited my friends out to see, and asked 
them this time who painted the butterflies? Indeed, I was 
at a loss to know, but set myself about to learn all I could. 

On applying my glass I discovered at the end of every 
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creature's proboscis were little drops of colored fluid — ^blue, 
red, gold, etc. I noticed also that at the extreme end of the 
long feelers, with which butterflies are supplied, were a tiny 
little brush ; so I concluded their bodies held the paint. And 
as they can wield their brush freely I concluded they painted 
themselves, at which they still seemed to be employed. They 
sat motionless at first, their wings being wet and heavy, but 
as the sun rose higher the paint began to dry and form into 
the down, or tiny plumage we see on butterflies. So, just at 
the hour of noon, the butterflies rose in a bevy and noiselessly 
flew away, leaving their transparent shells behind, still intact 
except the split in the back, through which they had made 
their escape. E. Anna See. 



Lines on Bouquet of Flowers Called ^'Bleeding Heart J' 

Dear bleeding heart in beauty weeping, 

Weeping all thy life away; 
Given thou wilt be to sleeping 

Soon throughout the livelong day. 

Never more to know a waking, 
Good for thee thou canst not feel ; 

Emblem of the heart that's breaking 
With a wound that cannot heal. 

While to thee thus I am speaking, 

Cutting keen as keenest steel 
Is the wound without my seeking 

In my heart never to heal. 
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The linnets Song of Spring in JSanta 
Clara Valley, CaL 

The meadow larks are singing, 
A thousand birds are on wing. 
On an oaken bough I am swinging; 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 

Here's your jug of milk sitting in the sun 

Says meadow lark number one ; 
On an oaken bough I am swinging, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing ; 
Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-la-la, la-la-la-la, 
ah, ah, a a ah. 

The clouds of winter are scudding 

Away from the coming of spring; 
The leafless trees are budding. 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 
Red, white and blue, red, white and blue 

Says meadow lark number two. 
On an oaken bough I am swinging, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 

Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-la-la, la-la-la-la, 
: ah, ah, a a ah. 

The meadows are covered with clover, 

The vast fields green with grain ; 
rU be glad when winter :s over. 
With its clouds, its chill and rain. 

Don't be afraid of me, don't be afraid of me 
Says meadow lark number three. 
On an oaken bough I am swinging, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 
Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-Ia-la, la-la-la-la, 
ah, ah, a a ah. 
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I see the valley and mountain 

And the almond orchards in bloom; 
I hear the tinkling fountain, 

Away with the winter and gloom. 

Love me evermore, love me evermore 

Says meadow lark number four. 
On an oaken bough I am swinging, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 

Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-la-la, la-la-la-la, 
ah, ah, a a ah. 

The harps of nature are humming; 

They are tuned to the voice of spring ; 
We know that summer is coming, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing, 

Oh, dear me alive, oh, dear me alive, 
Says meadow lark number five, 
On an oaken bough I am swinging, 
I will sing, I will sing and swing. 

Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-la-la, la-la-la-la, 
ah, ah, a a ah. 

I will sing of the coming of summer, 
I will sing with the birds of spring; 

When I hear the zephyr's soft murmur 
I will sing, I will sing and swing, 

dear fiddlesticks, you are full of tricks, 
Says meadow lark number six. 

On an oaken bough I am swinging, 

1 will sing, I will sing and swing. 

Tral-la-la, tral-la-la, tral-la-la, la-la-la-la, 
ah, ah, a a ah. 
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My Mountain Home FarewelL 

Farewell my dear babbling brooklet, 
For you and I must part for aye ; 

Your music I shall ne'er forget, 
As you rambled on your rocky way. 

Farewell to the spring and fountain. 
From which Fve dipped the sparkling spray ; 

Farewell to each hill and mountain. 
Farewell, I am going away! 

Farewell to the cool and ample shade 
Of the great oak tree at my door ; 

Farewell each nook and glen and glade, 
These haunts will know me never more. 

Farewell my dear friends in Nature, 

Farewell each moss-grown rock and fern ; 

I love you for your silent virtue — 
Farewell, I go ne'er to return ! 

ril feed once more my fowl and pets 
And take my leave of them for e'er; 

Ah ! though my heart weeps its regrets, 
I can remain no longer here. 

All pleasure joins hands with sorrow 

Through all the paths and walks of men. 

O, my wild mountain home, tomorrow 
Tm going never to come again! 

Farewell, I kiss my hand farewell 
To tree and mountain peak and sky ; 

Just what I feel no tongue can tell. 
My mountain home, good-by, good-by! 
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Song — ''Love, Only of LovcF* 

I'll climb the highest mountain 

And rest beneath the trees, 
Drink from a crystal fountain, 

Eat honey made by the bees. 

Beneath the pine tree sighing 

And the cooing of the Dove 
You'll find me dying, dying, 

Of love, only of love. 

And then when love hath taken 

This lonely life of mine, 
Don't think that Tm forsaken — 

ril soar on wings divine. 

From planet unto planet. 

All through ethereal space. 
Singing some lovely sonnet. 

Feasting my soul on grace. 

From Pleiads unto Orion, 

Then past the shining sun, 
ril come unto God's great white throne, 

My journey'Il then be done. 

Joined there with the departed — 

Loved ones long gone before; 
No longer broken hearted. 

But glad forever more. 
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The Summit of Life. 

Most innocent and truly good 

I dwelt among the flower and fern — 

And by Apollo's lyrics wooed 

I felt the flame ambition burn. 

Where are those lights I saw at first, 
That burned with love and dazzling hope? 
Which led me on to brave the worst, 
And with the best to strive and cope. 

Oh, where those infant feet and hands 
That petting pattered 'round me once? 
And wove affection's golden bands 
Around my heart their ready sconces. 

Allured on by love and light 

I climbed, and climbed, such giddy steps. 

Gaining at last such dizzy heights 

To gaze into such awful depths. 

But I could not my steps retrace — 
The way had crumbled far beneath, 
And left me standing face to face 
With starving life and hungry death. 

I turned to Life, he stood aghast, 
And tottering leaned upon his staff ; 
Old Time, his cycle at him cast, 
And striking cleft him half in half. 

Life, reeling, staggered right and left 
A moment, and with fleeting Breath 
He closed his eyes, of all bereft, 
Then fell into the jaws of death. 
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Cvptd in the Wind. 

Blow, winds, blow, blow! 
Sweep around the hills, 
Make the cold rocks bare. 
Skim along the rills, 
Here and everywhere ; 
Send them on their way 
Till the ocean fills. 
Blow, winds, blow, blow! 
Shake the mighty oak. 
Bend the willows low 
With a heavy stroke. 
Active as a spar. 
Whisk nuts from the tree — 
Cones from off the pine — 
Drift the clouds afar. 
And let the sun shine. 
With the youth agree — 
Lend to him thy aid. 
Since he is in haste. 
Blow against the maid. 
Who all the way 
Thy fury hath faced ; 
She is young and gay — 
Give her cheeks a glow — 
Nimble are her feet. 
Blow, winds, blow, blow — 
Youth and maiden meet. 
Whisk, whirl, blow, blow — 
Carry off her veil. 
In your giddy gale — 
Ah ! away it goes — 
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The youth gives it chase, 

'f he maid clad in fur 

Laughs to see the race. 

Blow, whirl, whirl, repeat, 

Send his hat to her. 

It falls at her feet. 

On the youth goes, 

As full of good pluck 

As any son of Seth ; 

Aye, all out of breath 

He brings back the veil 

From the giddy gale. 

"A -poor wind that blows 

No one good luck," 

Says the maiden fair, 

With jaunty air, 

"The wind's full of pranks," 

And she laughs her thanks 

While the young gent bows — 

Thinks a dozen vows 

Hid within his mind, 

Which is no disguise — 

They speak thro' his eyes, 

"That he couldn't find 

Among mankind 

Another maid so fair. 

With such glossy hair. 

And eyes so pure and blue. 

And cheeks with such a hue. 

Such a perfect mould. 

She's worth her weight in gold." 

This is what they said. 
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Those eyes in his head. 
And the maiden heard. 
She didn't heed a word. 
Oh, so well she knew 
Just what he'd say 
If he had a chance ; 
And with a merry glance 
She bade him good-day ! 
Youth and maiden part. 
Blow, winds, blow, blow! 
Send them on their way— 
Him without a heart. 
The maiden with two; 
Her eyes a deeper blue. 
Still the youth was gay; 
Like Adam of old 
Who once lost a rib. 
He was as good as gold 
And didn't care a fib — 
He didn't mind to give 
If his heart could live 
In such a dear case. 
With such a pretty 'face. 
Blow, winds, blow, blow! 
While the ye^rs pass ; 
Go, winds, go, go, go. 
Find the lad and lass. 
Sweep thro' the trees. 
Sift the autumn leaves, 
Whisk the lattice thro'. 
Whirl thro' the door. 
Dance alons^ the floor. 
Make the fire blaze. 
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They like windy days. 
By the fireside. 
Not a groom nor bride. 
But husband and wife 
As happy as Hfe. 
And both still as gay 
As when on that day 
You carried off her veil. 
With your giddy gale. 
Blow, winds, blow, blow. 



Song. — When We are Born, Marry and Die; 

or the Three Noted Epochs in Life — 

Spring, Summer, Winter 

Once there was a cottage 

Where spring flowers did grow; 
Many went to see it. 

But why did they go? 
Because there was a baby. 

Pink and white, you know. 
Born in the cottage 

A long time ago. 

CHORUS. 

This was the springtime 

Of life, you must know; 
Everyone was happy 

A long time ago. 

Once there was a mansion. 
In summer's sweetest glow. 
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And crowds gathered in it. 

But why did they go? 
The bells they were ringing 

So merrily, O, 
Because there was a wedding 

A long time ago. 

CHORUS. 

This was the summer 

Of life, you must know ; 
They all gave their blessing 

A long time ago. 

Once there was a chapel 

Surrounded in snow, 
Many gathered in it. 

But why did they go ? 
The bells they were tolling 

O, so very slow. 
Because there was a funeral 

A long time ago. 

CHORUS. 

A babe, a bride, a mother, 

Lying O, so low, 
Out in the churchyard 

Under the snow. 

REFRAIN. 

Under the snow, under the snow. 

Out in the churchyard 
Under the snow. 
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Song. — Summer* s Last Prayer. 

Go tell the flowers to bloom again, 

Why should they fade so soon ? 
Send back the gentle showers of rain 

And sunshine bright as noon. 
I ask it, O I beg of thee ! 

'T will be the greatest boon, 
Good angel send them back to me. 

Why should they go so soon ? 

With them my love is sure to go. 

Then I shall grieve and moan; 
My heart will turn to ice I know, 

When love and flowers are gone. 
O, why should spring thus win my heart 

To fling it back so soon. 
Then when I sigh from me depart 

And let me die alone ? 

Autumn has come, his chilly breath ; 

I cannot bear at all ; 
I veil my face and think of death 

When leaves and flowers fall. - 
O, tell the flowers to bloom again, 

'Twill be the greatest boon ; 
Send back the gentle showers of rain 

And sunshine bright as noon ! 

Summer's Faith. 
Ah ! I will go to other lands 

Where summers never die; 
With flowers fill my lap and hands 

And there forget to sigh. 
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I'm sure love will come there to me 

When I am fair and gay; 
Then wooing promise true to be 

And say, "He's come to stay." 



To The Memory of My May. 

My May is gone ; oh ! can it be, 
My darling one forever gone, 
And I to grieve am left alone 
'Tis hard to say "Thy will be done — 
Thy ways O God are mystery. 

Perhaps 'tis best, I cannot tell — 
Since sunshine was not all thy way, 
And shadow fleet thy brightest day. 
But O how can a mother say 
To her own child a last farewell ? 

The last ; ah ! yes, that time can bring- 
O, sacred gift in holy plan 
The hope that we may meet again 
Beyond this life's ill-fated span. 
And there outlive death's bitter sting. 

When all the clouds have drifted far. 
And all the mists have cleared away 
Revealing life's great mystery. 
Continued in love's unity 
Without one break the chain to mar. 
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But I must wait ; yes ! I must live 

The hours, the days unto me left 

In grief, my May of thee bereft, 

With woe dimmed eyes and heart that's cleft. 

For consolation none can give. 

Such garlands as remembrance weaves 
Of gentle touch and kindly word. 
And voice in song no longer heard 
Will keep my soul forever stirred 
In love's behalf, although love grieves. 

The morning's dawn but to remind 
Of walks and talks that we have had. 
'Though not all joyous, yet we're glad 
Besides these morns and eves so sad 
That Nature even seems unkind. 

Why bloom the flowers ? Why shine the sun ? 
They only mock my mourning weeds. 
They cannot cheer this heart that bleeds. 
Through the dark day that only leads 
To darkest night when day is done. 

Since, in her grave, my May doth sleep, 
Out in the night where stars look down 
On Lethes cold city of renown; 
Where monuments of marble crown 
The last sad rites of those who weep. 

Help me, O God! Thou knowest best — 
Thou hast taken what Thou didst lend. 
Be Thou my God, my guide, my friend. 
Until at last I reach the end, 
And join my May among the blest 
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Christian's Pathway. 

My pathway is beauty. Oh, who can conceive 

Of a beautiful life that never did grieve ? 

My way shines brighter, aye, brighter by far, 

Than glory of sun, of moon, or of star — 

Its halo not golden or silvery sheen. 

My pathway is beauty, and ever hath been. 

The eyelids of nature obscure the bright sun, 

And lo ! in the evening his beauty is gone. 

The moon in her greatness from us disappears ; 

The stars oft at midnight weep on us their tears ; 

But where are the lashes that, drooping, can hide 

The grandeur and glory that trail by my side ? 

Oh, my pathway is beauty, no briars grow there. 

Nor thistles of trouble ever appear. 

My troubles, as fig trees, stand thick by the road, 

'Neath which I oft rest, consulting with God ; 

The evils of life no good thing can hide. 

They are placed at the pathway only as guide. 

Of the great, high Magician one thing I perceive, 

We make our lives as we chance to believe. 

I have learned of the sunshine how to make shade; 

And how of the shadow the sunshine is made ; 

And how of these ashes we raise up great ghosts. 

By looking on self as a being that's lost. 

If we look on life as intended should we, 

The mountains are leveled and cast in the sea. 

The yoke made easy, the burden made light. 

Life's pathway made beauty and charmingly bright. 

In the folds of the rose we happily see 

The bitter and sweet together agree ; 

If I cull the poison instead of perfume, 
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What flower for me in sweetness can bloom? 

Looking on the hill-side, a lesson I learn, 

That they blossom for others I gladly discern ; 

And so, if for others my life-time I use. 

My reward will be one that none need refuse ; 

Not that I in Heaven expect to be paid. 

But my pathway is beauty in sunshine or shade. 



Happy Childhood. 

If ever a childhood was happy, 'twas mine, 
Nor maiden more faithful to womanhood grew. 

Each fond hope and soul cherished design 
Was noble and godly ; most holy and true. 

No flower in garden of Eden did bloom 

More purely all jeweled in heaven's first dew. 

Exhaling the richest and sweetest perfume, 

When only the angels stood round them to view. 

But since then life's tempests hath beaten o'er me, 
And billows of trouble I had to pass through. 

Oft stranded from loved ones, and far, far at sea. 

Encompassed in darkness where the cold winds blew. 

O father, O mother, O childhood so dear — 
Where is the bright circle our home life once knew? 

No tempest, no billow, no darkness so drear 
Can make me, my loved ones, forgetful of you. 
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The Lesson of the Pearl. 

A bivalve on the rocky strand 

Lay among the shining sand, 

On a wave-beaten beach. 

I wondered what its life might teach. 

I took it from its rocky bed 

To which for years it had been wed ; 

But in the little rustic shell 

No longer did the creature dwell, 

But many a pearl, with Iris hue. 

In perfect splendor met my view. 

Each pearl had been a grain of sand 
That fell in from the rocky strand. 
To give this little creature pain. 
It j^lossed them o'er and o'er again, 
Till each into a jewel grew. 
Tinted with the rainbow's hue; 
And thus it was, from day to day. 
Until the great pearl-life gave way, 
Escaping through the open door 
That it for pearls could close no more. 

So may we, when we are oppressed 
With cares that crowd into the breast, 
Remember that each daily care 
May grow into a jewel rare; 
And when so full there's no more room 
For life to find an earthly home, 
Oh, may we have a casket full 
Of jewels rare and beautiful, 
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Moulded, chiseled, polished fine. 
Meet labor for a soul divine — 
A pathway strewn with deeds like pearl, 
On which the sun may daily burl 
His beams to tell the endless tale 
That patient efforts never fail. 



/ Will Think of Thee. 

Dedicated to my daughter May when in England, 

When evening's sun shall gild the west. 
And trees and hills their shadows cast 
Along the earth toward the east, 
And day seems drawing to her rest, 
I'll lend my mind to memory, 
And thinking, I will think of thee. 

And when the sun's last lingering ray 
To gray twilight shall have given way, 
And dew gems fall on leaf and blade. 
To sparkle where the moon hath laid 
Her winding sheet of purest white. 
In which to drape the outer night. 
Then will I sit me near the door 
And while the moonbeams streak the floor 
rU lose myself in thought of thee, 
Hoping thou wilt think of me. 

And when the sun, with golden ray. 
Shall rise to kiss the dew away, 
And ope to life some fragrant flower 
To slightly cheer this world of ours, 
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I then away from toil and talk 

Will take my early morning's walk, 

And lingering near some purling stream 

I will forget myself in dream, 

And there, beneath some shady tree, 

I will pause and think of thee. 

When gathered round the festive board. 
Where once you sat, the one adored. 
And joined us when the grace was said. 
And in the breaking of our bread 
You breathed that love which honored me — 
O, praying, I shall pray for thee! 

Ah! though divided now we be 

By desert lands and by the sea. 

There is no breeze upon the wing 

But does some message to us bring. 

Or vice-versa to the talk, 

Some thought from me for thy loved sake, 

Across the land and o*er the sea, 

Forever I shall think of thee. 



/ Hate Not Where to Lay My Head. 

TO THE TRAMPS. 

The sun hangs heavy in the west. 
The bird on soft wing seeks her nest. 
The beast his lair in forest deep, 
But I Ve no where to go to sleep ; 
I have no home, I have no bread, 
"I have not where to lay my head." 
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Another day is almost gone, 
From sun to sun Fve traveled on; 
I scarce have need to pause and oray, 
T am reminded all the way 
Of Him who walked on Jordan's shore. 
And sometimes crossed it^ waters o'er. 
Yes, I'm reminded oft of Him 
Whose dying cleft the cherubim 
And rent in twain the holy veil ; 
'Twas He threw down the gods of Baal. 
My needs alike He too hath felt, 
The* in God's house I have not knelt. 
But wandered on from door to door, 
A homeless beggar, needy, poor. 
I have no home, I have no bread, 
"I have not where to lay my head." 

setting sun, most glorious orb. 
Once thou could'st all my sense absorb 
And fill with joy this heart of mine; 
But now as thou dost show decline, 
I'm moved to sadness and to tears. 
For it is years, aye, bitter years. 
Since I saw hope's glorious sunset 
And felt the night dews of regret 
Chill through my spirits sordid creep. 
Forbidding rest, defying sleep. 

The sun is down, the stars are out. 
But I am wandering still about, 

1 have no home, I have no bread, 
"I have not where to lay my head." 



/ Wtii Talk to the Trees.^ 63 

/ Will Talk to the Trees. 

Written fall of 1894, in Minnesota 

I will talk to the trees — ^they listen to what I have to say. 
They are so silent, so still, with their great bear limbs brown 

and gray. 
Autumn has taken their dresses and flung, yes flung, them 

away. 
Taken their green, red and gold dresses that were so bright and 
gay. 

I would think the trees dead or sleeping, they are so still and 

sad today, 
Were it not I hear them sighing when the breeze passes that 

way. 

But when the winds come like warriors on wings, in a whirling 
gale; 

Or in chariots of snow, jingling their bells of ice and hail, 

'Tis then the trees go on so dreadful — telling their wonderful 
Tale— 

And fling their arms about so wildly, and sigh, and moan, and 
wail. 

I tell them they need not — spring and summer will come with- 
out fail. 

And bring them some new dresses and perhaps a sunshade 
and veil. 

So when I talk to the trees — ^Jhey listen — ^they always give 

ear; 
I tell them Tve nothing left me — no one thing that I hold 

dear. 
That the coming of spring and summer can never bring me 

cheer. 
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Tis then the trees sigh most softly, when they see my silent 

tear, 
And I fancy I hear the angels, for Fm sure they draw near — 
As they will do some day, to take me to where there is no grief, 

no fear. 



Thanksgiving Day, i8j4. 

Thanksgiving day comes round once more ; 

And though far from my native shore. 

My old, old hom^ I plain can see. 

And table spread, with plate for me. 

And calm, sweet joy, but not the glee 

That lighted once each childish face. 

But each one takes the same old place; 

My mother breathes a heavy sigh, 

A silent tear steals from her eye ; 

For she is wondering where am I. 

Thinkest not, dear mother, I am near? 

The vacant seat that you see there. 

That seems to you so lone and chill'd, 

Was ne'er before so purely fiU'd. 

My light wing'd thoughts are hovering there, 

Around and in the same old chair ; 

And tho' I don't your pastry share, 

My feasting is to me more rare 

Than dainty dish you might prepare. 

My joy there is no tongue can tell. 

While silent thus with you I dwell; 

And could you see about year head 

The canopy of golden thread 

That I am weaving thro' and thro' 
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While I am thinking thus of you, 
The past would vanish from your view, 
The present scene would be so fair 
You could my ruder nature spare. 
This, thus present though far away, 
Should be to us a glad, sweet day. 
To me there is no evil fate 
So long as I can meditate, 
And think of those whom I most love, 
Whether in earth or Heav'n above. 
It seems in Heaven no other lot 
I'd ask than a vast field of thq't, 
To ramble through God's holy will, 
And know and praise his mystic skill. 
Loosed from the flesh, thus free to roam, 
I'd find in thought a perfect home ; 
And though God thought beyond me, still 
My insatiate soul would seek nor fill. 
Pure thoughts our golden chariots are, 
That oft convey us through the air ; 
In which, unseen by human eye. 
Often, mother, to thee I fly. 
Mother, my presence you did not see — 
I thought of you, you thought of me; 
And tho' the table now is cleared. 
At which in person I've not appeared, 
Yet be thou cheerful and not sad, 
A sweet communion we have had. 
Think not the sea of change can be 
Separation 'tween you and me. 
Thinketh e'er a time, mother, dear, 
Of forgetfulness can appear? 
The bosom that me fondly nursed 
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Will be at last what it was at first ; 
The love that first thy bosorn burned 
From me to thee is now returned. 
So God, who has a higher claim, 
Justly from us demands the same. 
Then may our lifers pure lining be 
Fit for the eye of God to see. 
Our thanks to him we may not say, 
But live a lifelong Thanksgiving Day. 



Faith. 

Though misfortunes may come like a two-edged sword 

And clip the last chord of earthly love, 
I still will have faith in our merciful Lord, 

Who promised a mansion above. 

Like the willow that bends 'neath the weight of the wind, 

And wxeps in the dews of the morn, 
I will bow me beneath his chastening wand 

And weep when my poor heart is torn. 

Tho' the world shall forsake me, its honors depart, 

I will look to the one that was slain ; 
And tho* I shall die with a poor broken heart, 

I know he will soothe my last pain. 

My soul shall arise, like the moon in the east, 

Illumined by the sun's pure beams ; 
For in God's glory my spirit shall feasi, 

Trusting his power to redeem. 
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I shall not be known by the robe I now wear, 

Nor by the good deeds I have done ; 
But if, like the Saviour, my cross I shall bear. 

His glory I shall have put on. 

He tasted the cup mingled with gall. 

The wine-press alone he hath trod; 
He suffered and died, not for one, but for all. 

And felt him forsaken of God. 

My pleasure will not be in self glorified 

But that peace the world cannot give; 
For if I but trust him, my Lord will provide, 

•And joys eternal Fll have. 

Oh, blessed Redeemer! my soul cries aloud 

And leaps with an angel's delight; 
Tho' I shall pass thro' the deepest dyed cloud, 

I know thou wilt lead me aright ; 

And when on that shore where sorrow comes not 

To molest or make us afraid. 
The past as a dream will then be forgot 

And sleep in oblivion's shade. 

Then I shall know and shall be known, 

When naked my soul shall appear, 
To be judged by the King on the great white throne, 

Without the least shadow of fear. 
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An Autumn Day. 

Written on the banks of a mountain stream in California, 

How beautiful the Autumn's trees, 
Tinted in red and golden leaves ; 
Beauty, their only harvest sheaves, 
Have silent tongues of joy and woe — 
Peacefully on the stream doth flow ; 
But IVe no wish to move or go. 
Charmed, enchanted, dreaming I stay — 
Smothered the words that I would say, 
O, beautiful autunni day. 

O, ye mountain peaks and hills, 

Like to your leaping torrent rills. 

My heaving, aching bosom fills 

And sighs, and sobs, with unshed tears 

For loves and joys — for hope's sweet cheers — 

In the forever bygone years. 

The future stretches on and on. 

In deep shadow, without a sun ; 

It, too, will come and be gone. 

The trees, the hills, the sky the same — 
Their annual harvest will proclaim. 
When Fve no part in boon or blame ; 
Or mirth for joy, or tears for woe, 
The years will come, the years will go. 
And gently on the streams will flow. 
In beauty sad, in beauty gay. 
Thou, too, must come and pass away, 
O, beautiful autumn day. 



A Walls, — ''Dancing Ike Sunbeam.'' 69 

A Waltz — **Dandng the Sunbeam. 

I see my May 

With spirits gay 
Dancing on the sunbeam, ' 
This is no idle dream. 

For they are there, 

Gold glints their hair 

And waists and arms, 

Revealing charms. 

They laugh and sing 

And circling 
They glitter and glitter and gleam. 
Dancing the sunbeam. 
The sunbeam, the sunbeam. 
Dancing on the sunbeam. 

Then in and out 

And all about. 
Dancing on the sunbeam. 
This is no idle dream. 

Joined hands in hands 

Bright silver bands. 

Edge skirt and feet 

While music sweet 

All ether fills 

And trills and trills 
They glitter and glitter and gleam, 
Dancing the sunbeam. 
The sunbeam, the sunbeam, 
Dancing on the sunbeam. 
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Love Divorced, 

O moon above ! 

beautiful night! 
Night of my love, 
And night of my loss, 
Night of delight, 
And gold, and dross. 
Aye, the night I was wed 
Was a night like this, 
When I pillowed my head 
In the bosom of bliss, 
On the heart of despair 
And the bridal kiss 

Held a secret care. 
The future and past 
Met in the now. 
And bound life fast 
In the marriage vow, 
And my lot cast 

1 knew not how — 
The past afar. 

The future all black 
But for hope's star 
To illumine the track. 
And imagery's car 
A halo flung back; 
There's nothing to mourn, 
Confidence said. 
And nothing to fear, 
And nothing to dread, 
A tho't, half tears, 
Half joy, Fm wed. 



Love Divorced, 7] 

But far in advance 
The storm-king whirled, 
The wheel of chance, 
The time still furled, 
Ensheathed, the lance 
Of sorrow and pain, 
And grief and woe, 
The chill and heat 
Of friend and foe, 
The ice and sleet 
And the driving snow 
Of life's defeat. 



To the Memory of Mother. 

I. 

One more is gone, and she the best. 
My Mother; gone to her long rest, 
Folded her hands upon her breast. 

II. 
Those hands that tended me so well ; 
Closed those eyes that were wont to dwell 
In love upon her child; farewell. 

III. 
My mother, always to me so dear, 
In childhood my love, my cheer, 
Was mother — ah ! no longer here. 

IV. 
Broken each tie one by one; 
Daily I feel myself undone, 
This sacred grief is all my own. 
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V. 
No brothers, sisters, come to share 
With me in this my deep despair; 
They are all gone, ah ! God, O where ? 

VI. 
*Tis well if in a world more fair 
They wait to greet my mother there ; 
O, be it so, is hope's kind prayer ! 



He Sleepeth. 

Lines to the memory of Rev. Jabez Walker, P, G. IV. C. T, 
The sun in the morning illumines the east. 

But when it is evening he gilds the far west ; 
The day is for labor, but when it has ceased, 

The night comes anon that the weary may rest. 

Our hero arose in the morning of youth. 
The banner of temperance be bravely unfurled ; 

His purity of purpose, linked firmly with truth. 

Has spread like the rainbow his name round the world. 

From the morning of life till the closing of day 
He worked for the glorious temperance cause ; 

The fame of his glory shall never decay, 

But, firm rooted, find growth in American laws. 

So, brothers, rejoice, and sisters who weep. 
That he from his warfare and toil can cease ; 

Our chieftain still reigneth, tho' fallen asleep ; 
God gave him to labor, God granteth him peace. 

The sunset of life is the best part of day. 

When the world is all halo because of decline; 

Between earth and Heaven it is the gateway. 
Where the glory of mortal meets the divine. 
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